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travellers come and pick them up and carry
them into far countries. This is the song, or,
if you like, the parable, of the poet's lost
endeavour, out of which spring the ideas that
travel all the world over. It is so with these
birds of passage, his songs. You surprise in
them, as you read, that orient stream which,
like the rising sun, is destined to flow the
world over ; and the true poets are able by
their votive songs to make themselves and their
writings conductors to that luminous stream.
It is only in our own time that the day-
spring of India has at last found its way into
the outer world. Many signs have seemed
latterly to point to the fulfilling of an old
promise of the east. Workers like Max Miiller,
Professor Rhys Davids, and the translators of
the Mahabarata and the Ramayana, the Vedic
Hymns and Sacred Books of the East, have
laid open the literature. It only needed that
the heaven-sent intermediary should come who
would set the seal of his art on the work of the
scholars, and bring the wisdom of India home
to the western men.
When we take one of those love-songs
of The Gardener, in which the lyrist sings